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Too Often 


Author's Notes: 
A sequel as promised. This kind of a prologue. A porn prologue, because that's just how | roll XD. 


He's sitting on the couch in Duff's apartment, holding a bottle in his hand like a chastity belt, and he's not 
feeling even remotely as confident as he did back in the bus. To be honest, he feels like an absolutely different 


person. A considerably more nervous, less certain person 


They half ran, half walked here, and Axl wasn't surprised at the giddy excitement he could feel tingling all over 
his body. It was strange, yes, but unsurprising. With the way his body's been betraying him lately, nothing 


really surprises him anymore. 


He'd thought maybe the excitement was because of the promise of sex. He's a guy, he gets excited over 
things like that. Only not really. He never gets this excited over the possibility of sleeping with someone--at 


least not since adolescence. He's far away from the kid that found sex exhilarating in it's strangeness, he's 
been with a lot of girls. 


Only this is not a girl. This is Duff 


This is Duff hanging up his jacket and shutting and bolting the door and grabbing him a beer that he gulps 
down in approximately half a second and then sitting on the back of the couch like he's at one of those under 
parties he likes so much, where everyone pretends to be much more interesting than they really are. Only his 
foot is nestled right against Axl's thigh. He does that, Axl's noticed, it's not just a move, Duff sits where you 
can see all of him, and oh can Axl see all of him and its not bad to look at. A little fuzzy around the edges, 
sure, but not bad, all gangly but strong and friendly and a little nervous. 


Axl doesn't have to like men to think that Duff's a good-looking one, that's allowed and all, and besides, it's true. 
Oh god, he can feel that gay crisis coming back. Can you hyperventilate if you're not breathing? 


"So," Duff says, and it makes Axl startle like a teacher's just caught him cheating and look up at him. Aside 
from the part where he's having a hard time focusing at all, and seeing upside-down at that, it's a sight for 


sore eyes. "Can | kiss you?" 


Axl shivers all through, or that might just be the couch creaking, or it might be his brain imploding. He 
swallows and puts the empty bottle on the table so he won't have to deal with the fact that his hand is 
shaking. 


Duff waits a bit, looking at Axl a little sideways, and slides down the back of the couch. He doesn't sit in Axl's 
lap or anything--which is good, because Axl thinks he might faint if he did-- but there's more of them 
Touching now, thigh-to-thigh, shoulder-to-shoulder. It feels somehow closer than they were when they danced, 
or any of the times they've kissed, but Duff's head is lower than usual with his longs legs out of the equation 
That's it. "Hey, if you don't" 


"I didn't say I-" Axl stops. Breathes. Looks at his knees and then at the table and then at the wall on the other 
side of the room with a Misfits poster on it and thinks Glenn Danzig's pants are tight as fuck, "Just. Just give 


me a bit." 


"All right," Duff says, and starts to get up, "you want some water?" His hips pass right in front of Axl's eyes 
and Axl can't help looking. They aren't tight. They just seem it, a little, like there's more in them than usual. 


-huh. Right. That 


Axl's never looked at that, not on another man. A flush of deep crimson creeps up Axl's face, and for a giddy, 
stupid moment he thinks he might die of heatstroke. 

He panics, reaches out--much like a kitten might swat at something dangling overhead--and catches Duff on 
the thigh. It makes the front of Duff's jeans pull tighter, just for the second he stalls. Its not like Axl can help 
looking, it's right there, all the proof he wants that Duff isn't joking with him, that he really wants this, like 


levels of Ax/ you are the star in what's going on in my head right now and whats going on in my head involves you 
getting off and that's plain too much to take. 


"IFs fine," Axl says, sounding strained, which is a great accomplishment, considering half his neurons are dying 


from the heat. "| don't need water. I'm not drunk," that one's a bit of a lie, "Stay." 


Duff nods, and smiles, and gets on his knees. Woah, Axl thinks, quite distinctly. He's right between Axl's thighs 
like this, which puts his face lower than Axl's, long torso and long arms and that generous mouth, turned up all 


inviting. 
"Put your hands on me, Axl," he says. "We're just dancing. It's just me." 


Duff is fucking brave, Axl decides, blinking repeatedly. Duff is fucking brave and fucking strong and a right 
fucking manipulative bastard when it comes down to it, ‘cause sure he's saying this on his knees but it's not 
the first time he's put himself all into Axl's hands like this, and the first time he did it, when he up and came 
out, it could well have been the last. And he knows that Duff knew that, and that he knows that even now 
there's still a chance Axl will tell him no. Funny, that that's what gets Axl to tell him yes, in the end. 


So Axl reaches out, and puts his hands against Duff's skull, rubs his hair like he's wanted to do for ages, 
remembers that morning in a hotel bathroom. Duff makes this sound in his throat that Axl can see the start 
and finish of, can even feel it a little against the heel of his palms. And then Axl has to bend his elbows if he 
wants to keep touching because Duff is leaning in, pushing up higher on his knees and bringing his face in. 


He doesn't kiss Axl on the mouth. He goes for the left side of Axis neck, high, right where it meets his ear. 

Either Duff's plain right about how men who like men know what turns men on, or he's fucking lucky, because 
that's one of the spots with a direct hotline to Axl's dick Axl feels his mouth going slack and something filthy 
gathering in his throat. "Jesus fuck," he says, and when his jaw moves he can feel Duff's tongue following it, "I 


can't believe I'm doing this." 


Duff laughs, which is a strange thing for Axl to feel on his cheek and under his palms and all, and makes his 
whole body sort of sizzle hopelessly. Oh god he's so, so fucked. 


"Hope | can make you believe, then," he says, whispers really, because they're too close to say things, and then 


he looks Axl in the eyes and Axl gets more than a little lost. They're so dark and so pale at the same time. 
How does he do that? 


Almost, he thinks. Almost. Maybe. | can. "Give me three to get ready." 


"One," Duff says, all slow, like he's counting, "Two," but by then he's breathing Axl's air right out from between 
his lips. 


And its fine. It's a kiss. They've done that before, and Axl's got his eyes closed and all, and Duff's lips are thick 


and soft and if there's more than a little scruff around them it's no different than kissing a girl somewhere 


she hasn't shaved. Axl holds on tight, presses his fingertips into Duff's hair, and it's soft and they slide and all 
right, he's kissing Duff again after he's admitted to liking him and it isn't so bad. 


It stops, and its like they breathe the same time, like they're fighting for the same air. When Axl opens his 
eyes Duff isn't smiling, not with his lips anyway, but his eyes are as bright as candy in a jar. "Yeah?" 


"Yeah," Axl says, breathy and alight, because really, he's not dead. If he needed any final confirmation, that was 
it, "Yeah. All right." 


This one's different, this kiss, it starts all strong and Duffs tongue swipes over Axl's teeth before he can get 
them out of the way, but once it's started it's all eggshells again, like Duff's afraid he's gonna scare Axl off. 
Well, nothing scares Axl off, least of all fucking gangly Duff Mckagan, and Axl shows him that, opens up and 
kisses him like you're supposed to kiss someone who's gonna put that mouth on your cock once it gets hard 


enough. 
It's gonna get hard enough. 
That thought's actually kind of surprising. 


But damned if it doesn't go south from there, if when Duff pulls his mouth away from Axl's and starts kissing 
him on the chin and neck instead it leaves Axl's mouth with nothing to do but talk, and oh does he start talking. 


Yeah, at least once, and all right, and that's it, and no short share of curses when he realizes that Duff's in 
his fucking lap, that his hands are rubbing on his thighs, up and in but not on. Big hands-big hard hands-and a 
hard voice to go with ‘em, breathing gusts into Axl's skin “Thank you," Duff's saying, of all the fucking things 


To say, "thank you, now let me-want to touch you, man, want to get my hands on that-" 


"Do-do as you fucking well please, Duff," he can't help saying, It's all right, he keeps telling himself it's all right, 
he's kissed a man after admitting he likes that man and he could run down all the ways its different but 
nothing's bad, not yet. It's kissing. It's Duff [ts Duff unbuttoning Axl's trousers. 


ts. 
Ah. 


All right it turns him on but of course it turns him on, someone's touching his dick. And it's not a tiny sparkly 
guy with a whip. Or a biker. 


Actually the part about the tiny sparkly guy and the biker doesn’t turn him on at all. And that's the kind of 
thing that makes Axl want to hit something, which is a bad idea right now because Duff is about a centimeter 
from touching Axl's cock which makes him almost everything that could qualify as something. And now the 
thought that Duff's hand is about a centimeter from touching Axl's cock is all tangled up with the glittery guy 


in the club and god, drag queens, and it's not exactly doing wonders for his erection, oh Jesus Christ does he 


have an erection. Which Duff's fingertips are brushing against through Axl's trousers because he's holding 
onto the zipper and about to pull it down and looking at Axl like he wants permission and fuck if that's not the 
hottest damned thing in the timezone. 


"Want to," Duff whispers, and his mouth's on Axl's neck, still, tonguing it at all 
"Then do it before you lose out on it, | warn you, 'm-ah-thinking about the sparkly guy with the whips-" 


He expects Duff to laugh, but he just tells him, "Don't," and then unzips Axl's pants and pulls them down and 
that, that feels good, and then even better when he pulls the shorts down too and takes ahold of him like he 


knows what he's doing, and Duff does know what he's doing, doesn't he, he does this with other men, knows 


how to do it backwards and shit that's sent up a red flag in Axl's head. 
"Duff—" 
Too late. Duff's, ah. Duff's got his mouth on Axl's cock 


For a bit, Axl can't even feel a damned thing. There's an image, like he's outside himself, like he's in a 
photograph of this old creaky couch with his hands on Duff's fuzzy bleached head and Duff's fuzzy bleached 
head between Axl's spread legs sucking his cock. It's all pictures, you see, just for that couple of seconds it 
takes the rest of Axl's brain to catch up with his eyes, and then the rest of his body. There's a mouth. On his 
cock. It's warm and quick and it belongs to Duff and this is a problem. Feels like it shouldn't be, feels good, but 
it is. A problem. 


His eyes are shut now, seared red on the other side and rolling back in his head, and Duff's taken him deep 
right from the start, shown him just how much he can, and fine, yeah, that's got Axl going and all the blood 
rushing down. Something flutters in Duff's throat, right around the head of Axl's cock, and Axl swears, holds 
on right. There hair for him to grab, but it feels like grabbing it would be like crossing some kind of line--bits 
of Axl cling to logic and wonder what the fuck he means by that, the rest of him nods in solemn agreement-- 
so he just places his head on the sides of duff's head, all soft and so good on Axl's fingers, and maybe it's fine, 
maybe it's bringing him up. 


When Duff pulls back, lets Axl out of his mouth enough to breathe and talk and lick him, Jesus Fucking Christ, 
lick him right up the bottom all the way to the tip, when Duff pulls back and lets him go Axl wants it enough 
to try and push himself right back in. He feels the flats of Duff's teeth, Duff's smiling, Duff wants this 
probably no definitely even more than Axl does and that, that also feels good. "So hard for you," Duff 
whispers, damn it right into the slit at the head of Axl's cock, "so fucking hard for you, Axl, damn it, thank 


you-wish you could feel it-" 


"Show me." Axl has no idea how those words just shot out of him. A part of him wants to shriek like a twelve 
year old and cover his mouth with his hands, but his mouth has detached itself from the thought process and 
the words don't sound wrong so fuckit, he keeps on going. "You said you like my voice, fucking make me use it 


—" and that, that gets cut short when Duff sucks him down hard again, but there's shifting and sounds and 


Duff moaning in his throat. Axl cracks his eyes open and looks, sees Duff's shoulder working up and down and 
Axl, now, Axl's never been one to deny anyone the pleasure of thinking of him while, say, throwing one off at 
the wrist but its always been girls and girls don't move like that. 


He can't hold Duff by the hair--for some reason he's not quite sure of right now, that he'll figure out later-- 
but he can stroke it, run his fingers over it and it's like all those soft fuzzy strands he's had to restrain 
himself from touching since the last time are picking his palms apart, like Duff's hot tongue is picking the rest 
of him apart and making him swell. He fills that throat right up and fucks it, lets his mouth speak his mind and 
asks Duff if thats what he likes, if that's what he wanted, me filling you up, is that it, that's what you wanted, 
what you were when you called and after when we danced and you were grabbing my ass and when | called and 
you made me touch myself, Duff-that's what gets you hard, "is it-fuck-Jesus, Duff, Jesus fucking-Christ-you- 
oh god do that again-" 


He does. He does, and there goes Axl's ability to think about anything else. Thats it. There's the throb of 
Duff's tongue and the tightness of his throat and the pulse of his shoulder, pushing on Axl's knee as he jerks 
himself off. Like he said. Like he promised. Like he's brave, Duff is, the bravest man Axl will probably ever 


know. 


Axl probably made a mistake right then, remembering Duff's a man, and all. Because that makes him a man, in 


another man's flat, on another man's couch, with his cock in another man's mouth. 

Now, Axl isn't a man to panic. Too offen, a voice in his head that sounds worryingly like Izzy mutters. 

Fuck, lzzy-in-my-head, this is not the right time-- 

Ok, Axl is a man that panics foo often But he isa man. And he doesn't want to think about what he looks like 
when he's scrambling up the couch with his pants down like a flopping fucking spider and letting off Duff no 
matter how good his head feels. His head Oh god. He was just-getting another man's head- 


"Axl-" 


"Duff, l-" -fuck, shit, did the first fucking thing he sees after getting blown like a fag have to be Glenn 
Danzig's crotch? "Oh god. Oh Christ." 


Duff's on his knees. Still. Duff's on his knees and his pants are down too and his dick's all flushed and hard 
against his shirt shining slick from jerking off and Axl stares. Not at Duff's face. He can't look at Duffs face 
right now. 

"l" he starts, and then no, what he's gonna say is wrong, everything's wrong “Just. A bit. Give me a bit" 


Real smooth, Axe, 


Fuck off, zy, 


Duff doesn't say anything, just nods until his forehead hits the couch and doesn't look up again 


Axl's been here before, knows where the bathroom is and trips over a table on the way there. He gets in, 
shuts the door, turns the light on, and that's another fucking mistake, hurts him right in the eyes like ice 
cream too fast. And thinking about ice cream is bad, worse, because his treacherous mind treats him to an 


image of Duff lapping at an ice cream cone like he was just-- He groans, hitting his forehead on the glass. 


Thinking hurts. Seeing hurts. His dick hurts, it's so hard, and beating offs what you do then no matter what's 
done it to you. He jerks off into the toilet like he's a goddamned teenager, it even takes about as long, which is 
fucking embarrassing, and if he's thinking about Duff when he comes it's because he's trying not to think 
about Duff. 


Thats wha-- 
"Shut the fuck up, Izzy," 


After, he washes up, splashes his face and tries not to take that much more of a look but it's damned near 
impossible to wash your face blind. "You're a fucking idiot," he says to his reflection His reflection doesn't 


seem to hear him, so he says it again, louder. 
But after that, its so quiet that he can hear Duff outside, just breathing, heaving and awful. 


Axl shuts the lights, and opens the bathroom door. Duff's still there, kneeling right where Axl left him, pillowing 
his head on the couch. He's not crying, his breath's too steady for that, and Axl's not sure what he would 
think of himself if he made Duff cry. It's better that he isn't, he decides, but he knows Duff's hurting, and 
that it's his fault. Again. 


"Duff," he says, and goes to the couch, sits down-not where he'd been sitting before, Duff's head's there, and 
his elbows and most of his chest. 


"Duff, I'm sorry. And you-you don't have to say you're sorry even if you are, this one's all on me, all right?" 


He realises right after he's said it that that sounds awful and fake coming from him, but the lzzy-voice is 
blessedly silent on the matter. 


Duff lifts his head, only to shake it a bit, tossed once side-to-side like he's making himself comfortable, like a 
puppy. Holy fuck this comparing Duff to fluffy animals that need to be comforted has to stop, and given that 
it's all his fault that Duff's upset it just makes it all worse and he wants to eat his own tongue for this 
moment to stop. The way Duff's draped Axl can't see if he's still hard or if he finished himself off, and Axl 
decides not to think about it. 


'It-it was good," Axl says. He thinks he wants the couch to open up and eat him, but he says it. "It. It felt 


good, Duff. You felt good. | just-I couldn't handle it, all right? It's still in my head. Those--those guys at the 
pub. And the, the gay thing. But it's my head, it's not you." 


He groans inwardly at how that sounds, but he honestly doesn't know what else he can say. Duff's not moving, 
except to breathe, and the breathing's got his back spreading at the shoulders. Axl reaches down and puts his 
hand on that, on Duff's shoulder-bone, feels the skin over it shifting. 

The floor's gonna shatter, he thinks, if it hasn't already. But he can't tread so carefully any more. 


‘It was good," he says, again. "And we can try it again Maybe. Just-not tonight. And maybe not--that. More 
time. Maybe a little less to drink. But | do-I--I really do like you. And | want to try. And if you would just look 
at me now I'd do anything. Well. Except give up on girls," he adds, because, well, he isn't dead. "Or go home with 
the sparkly guy. Or cats." 


It's lame, but it gets Duff laughing, even if the couch cushions muffle it, and that's enough, that's fine. And 
Duff punches Axl in the thigh, pretty hard, but Axl definitely deserves that and probably worse. Doesn't mean 
he won't hit back, but he does, just a scuff, and then Duff's on him, wrestling him onto the couch, and Axl 
tells him, oh no, but even if Duff's less strong he does come out on top in the end, their legs all tangled and 


Axl not so much pinned as, well, weighted down like a stack of paper. 
"You said it felt good," Duff says, like a challenge. 


"I fucking well meant it" There's no point in lying about that. "You could suck a bullet back into a gun, Duff. No 


wonder God made you gay.” 


Axl can feel Duff laughing everywhere their bodies touch. Duff's still a bit hard, against Axl's hips, and Axl 
thinks he knows just how he can make it up to Duff, even tonight. 


"You said you think about my cock," Axl says. 
Duff nods, like he knows what's coming. “I did. | do." 

"And that you jerked off, before, thinking about just that’ 
"| might have" 


No one does the cheeky grin like Duff. It makes his stomach go all wobbly. It takes a hard gulp of air for Axl 
to say it, but he really ought to be as brave as Duff. "Show me." 


